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My senses tell me the air I breathe is laced 
with the hint of the coming Fall. 
Summer has seen Her glory for another year; 
She is sorry to go, and Her mournful tears 
linger on green leaves 
slightly tinged with a touch of gold. 
A chill wind hurries through the branches of my trees. 
It passes by my body, travels around it, not through it, 
nonetheless, I feel as though it rattles my bones. 
How I dread the coming of Old Man Winter 
and the bitter cold He brings! 
Give me the warmth of the Sun, 
for to be cold, and to know I will not see Summer 
for dreary days on end, reminds me of Death ... 
and that is an unpleasant thought 
in an already unpleasant World. 
Autumn Lament 
Beth Norwood 
47 
---------- �-
